CHAPTER XXV

THE RIDE

" WHERE now ? " Antonia asked, wheeling her chest-
nut mare, as they turned up High Street, Oxford City,
** I won't go back the same way, Dick ! "

ie We could have a gallop on Port Meadow, cross
the Upper River twice, and get home that way; but
you'll be tired."

Antonia shook her head. Aslant her cheek the brim
of a straw hat threw a curve of shade, her ear glowed
transparent in the sun.

A difference had come in their relations since that
kiss ; outwardly she was the same good comrade, cool
and quick. But as before a change one feels the subtle
difference in the temper of the wind, so Shelton was
affected by the inner change in her. He had made
a blot upon her candour; he had tried to rub it out
again, but there was left a mark, and it was ineffaceable.
Antooia belonged to the most civilised division of the
race most civilised in all the world, whose creed is:
** Let us love and hate, let us work and marry, but let
us never give ourselves away; to give ourselves away
is to leave a mark, and that is past forgiveness. Let
our lives be like our faces, free from every kind of
wrinkle, even those of laughter; in this way alone can
we be really civilised/*

He felt that she was ruffled by a vague discomfort.
That he should give himself away was natural, perhaps,
and only made her wonder, but that he should give her
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